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FRIAR B AC O N. 


AGT i 


Friars Bacon, Bangs, Ge. 


. „ 7 bs the head made, 
NE 85 5 Tell us Friar Bacon? 
3 ; Yes. 
0 Cho. What hath it ſaid ? 
> Ba. Why it hath faid— 
| Cbo. What? 
Ba. Nothing E 
Cho. Does it ſpeak, does it gabble ? ? 
RE, TT + 2 
„ Tho much pains we have taken. 
Cho. Then you've made it ne'er a tongue, 
„ Or like a clapper it had rag: £ 
3 Peace! 
... Ceaſe! 5 
7 Peace, 


(6) 


” Peace, you noiſy rabble; 

Ba. To watch this brazen head, 

Friar Bungy nor I theſe three weeks 

Han't laid down on a bed. 
- See, ſee the mouth is open d, 

But now it ſhuts again, - 

IfeargoodbrotherBungy our labour's all 1 invain, 

Cho. Does it ſpeak, does it gabble? 

Ba. Peace, peace, you noiſy rabble l 


Lag 


Rect. 


1 


 REcITATIVE,——Bungy. 


Our head broke down! 
| Why here's a bleſſed Job, 
Crack' d is the erown, | 


Oh! my poor brazen nob *. 


Curſe on our dozes, 


What a ſ. | diſaſter q 
ite broke the noſe is, 
_ And no healing plaiſter. = 


18} 


Al R.——Pungy. 


Oh, my poor Harlequin, tho” loft thy joy, 5 
i Courage, and again be merry my boy. 
8 : Tho” brother Bacon 
Offence has taken, | 
Tho' Bacon 
RWP 
Thy negligence in dudgeon, 
This chapeau braſs direct thee, 
This wooden ſword protect thee 
Againſt the anger of the ſurly old Curmudgeon, 
Hey! the lightning flaſh, 

Hark ! the thunder rolls about, 
As 'twould knock the poles about, 
And the rain comes daſh; 

Flaſh! Dam! 
Daſh! Flaſh! 

Roll thunder, roll about, 

Nadir, Zenith, pole about. 


The | 


(9) 

The ſkies ſoon ſhall clear, 
And the wrangling thunder ceaſez 
| Gay tris ſhall appear, 
Bright covenant of peace ; 


5 kind fortune ſoon ſhall finile and richer gild the > 
: ſcene, 


And all * * be happy, tranquil and ſerene, 


{ wo ) 


Al R—Lilliputian "Squire, 


The Sun quits his bed in the Eaſt, 


 Arouz'd by the ſound of the horn, 


And Echo the lark from the neſt 


Awakes, to give welcome to morn. 


5 The joys of the chace we purſue, 


Our courſers as fleet as the wind; 


Hark forward! the game is in view, 


Old Care we leave limping behind. 


The birds ſweetly chirp in the dale; 


The huntſman melodiouſly ſounds ; 


And Echo repeats in the vale 


Fach mulical note of the hounds. 


In vain the ſwift ſtag bends his fight, Z 


His death ſhall our labour repay, 


With a friend and a bottle at night, 


We'll chaunt o'er the feats of the day. 


11 
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Al R.——Lilliputian Barrow- Maman. 


A very | honeſt poor woman am L, 
And pretty enough tho I'm paſt my prime; 
Apples and pears in the ſummer I cry, 
And _ I fell thro' the winter time ; ; 
Come, who'll buy? 
Ho! here am 11 


And thus I roll I my barrow thro” the world. 


Look round the olobe by land and by ſea, | 


And all fell ſomething, both woman and man; 


T ho' few deal ſo fair and ſo honeſt as me, 


Yet they all like me will cheat if they can. 
i . come, who' It buy? &c. 


Tz: FART: 
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Sanz ik 


Friar Bungy,——RECITATIVE, 


Wnar T are you about here pray? Daddy, 


_ why ſo grum? 


Eh! kill poor Harlequin, old Stingy Fogruml 
Wealth's well beſtow'd on thoſe who don t 


abuſe it; 


May he ne er want who foirk has to uſe it. 


For others purſes you ſhall work a lining, 


For gold I'm fure you're good at undermining; 


For gold a dance below, you now ſhall jig it, 


Condemn'd for generous _ to delve. and 36 


dig * 


AIR ad DUET. 


” * 


 Fraars Bungy and Bacon, 


Buagy. © 


Bacon, 


Bun. | 


| Bath. 


Ba. 


Bong. 


8s. 
| $6t6, 


Sweet girl and merry boy! 

In wedlock's bands 
I'll join your hands, . 
And then I'll wiſh you j. 

A wedding! I ſay no. | 


What's here to do? 


It ſhall be ſo. 
About your buſineſs go. 
About your buſineſs ga, 
Now rave, 
Now cant, 
It ſhall. 
It ſhan't. N 
5 For I will have it fo. 


346. 


—— — — — . — — — —⁊ 


| 
| 
[ 
i 
| 
| 
1 


19 J 


Bac. ri anathemize, exorciſe, excommuni- 


_ cate, 
With bell, book, and candle . — 
Bac. Sweet gentle lute, 
8 A while be mute. 
Bun. Sweet gentle lute, 


Be never mute, 
Sweet lute, 


Bac. 3 5 Be mute! 


Now let the trumpet's rattling clangor 
Rouze the ſoul to ſtrife and anger. 


Bun. Neer let the trumpet's rattling clangor 


"Rover the ſoul to ſtrife and anger. 


| * It is decreed that deeds of arms 


Alone can win her dazzling charms. 


Both. „ From Beauty's eyes 


Receive the prize 
Of hard fough: victory, 
Within the hall of Comba: try d 


B y deeds of glorious Gi. 


(*t6 ) 


ROUNDELAYT. - 


Trumpets ceaſe your rattling clangor z 
| Hence with ſtrife and care and anger. 
Tune the roundelay, and bring ; 
Chaplets of the roſy ſpring. . 
Honor crown the Brave, the Fair, 
Bleſs this faithful happy pair! 


CHORUS, 


| 
( 


— ——᷑— — — 
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1 27 ) 


e M G R Us. 


Still let he generous Hero dare 


8 His foe in fierce alarms ; 


The Victor's vanquiſh'd * che far; 
lis can her ſnowy a arms. 


CITE END, 


— ol, 


